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Making
The
Scene

Doug Baird, a U.T.E.P. senior, is ·a candidate for the Texas
House of Representatives. He is running for Place 2 in the May
4 Democratic • primary. Doug is working hard on his campaign
and is eager to get the 'support of the U.T.E.P. students. In an
interview, Doug answered some important questions that involve
his personal life as well as his political campaign.
What are some biographical facts about yourself?
I was born in Toronto, Canada in 1943. When I was eleven
years old, my family moved to Philadelphia, Pennsylvania and I
stayed there until high school graduation. In February, 1962, I
joined the United States Army and was discharged from active
duty in El Paso, February, 1965. I entered U.T.E.P. in the fall
semester of .1965 as a business major and right now I am a
graduating senior and resident advisor of Tau Kappa Epsilon
fraternity.
Do you plan to continue with school?
Yes, I will go to graduate school sometime in the future.
Do you plan to enter politics as a career.?
I am uncertain about this at the present time; it also
depends on the outcome of this election.
Has anyone in your family made a career out of politics?
No.
What do your fraternity brothers think about your campaign?
Most of them are very enthusiastic about my political race.
Why are you running for this office?
I am running because I believe a definite need exists for
an effective full time representative in the Texas Legislature who
is young, energetic and willing to do a fine job representing the
people of El Paso.
Who are you running against?
The incumbent Ned Blaine and also Ray Ramos.
Who is directing your campaign?
Angel Beltran who is a senior business major at U,T.E.P.
Has this campaign had any effect on your personal life?
The campaign has changed my personal life to some extent.
It keeps me busy in my spare time as I contact people and
campaign.

Do you expect to win this race?
Yes, I expect to win; this is why I am running.

If you do win, what will you do for U.T.E.P.?
In the past, Texas legislators have been accused of interfering with the operations of the University of Texas at El Paso.
I feel that such activities, however well intended, constitute a
rank interference with the accepted principle of academic freedom. You may be assured that after I am elected to the Texas
Legislature, there will be no grounds for any allegations that I
have ever meddled in thP. internal affairs of the university.
Naturally, my prime interest is in education. The salaries
of the professors here at the university are woefully small compared to other institutions. Through the Excellence Fund which
was introduced by President Joseph Ray and with legislation
which I pledge to introduce into the legislature, I will see that
the salaries of the professors are raised so that we may keep the
good ones that we already have and be in a position to attract
other capable teachers. Being a student at U.T.E.P., I am familiar
with what the legislature can do for the school if an aggressive
representative is elected; I intend to be that representative.
U.T.E.P. has to rely a great deal on the financial support
of the downtown people for the athletic department. These people
have shown wonderful support, but I think that the time has
now arrived when we should no longer continue to expect them
to assume such a large burden. I intend to introduce legisl~tion
to ease this situation.
We have had excellent leadership in the past and I am
sure that the Board of Regents of the University of Texas will
appoint a man equally as capable as President Ray to head the
university. I do not feel that it is the role of the elected representatives to tell a capable president of the university how to run it.
What is your platform?
As a candidate for the Texas House of Representatives, I
pledge to the voters of the El Paso County to work diligently for
a fair share appropriation of Texas funds for U.T.E.P., for a fair
minimum wage to ease poverty, for the continued progress of our
Texas highway system in El Paso with increased efforts to speed
up th~ completion of the North-South Freeway. I also want to
have an institution built for the mentally retarded, to pledge
cooperation with the farmers in obtaining their fair share of water
as provided for by the Rio Grande Compact Commission, and to
also enlarge the Veterans Land Program.
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I can't understand what's between a woman and
a man to make one say good-bye ...

Was it something in my touch?
Did I lie to her too much?
That left us wondering, "Why?"
She's the evil that's on my mind
She's there day and night
She's the evil that's on my mind
But sometimes ...
Evil turns out fine
Ah, but sometimes
Evil turns out fine
Was it something I said?
That turned her eyes so red,
And left me feeling like a heel?
But there was something in the air
That told me she didn't care
About me or how I feel
She's the evil that's on my mind
She's there, right or wrong.
She's the evil that's on '?lY mind
But sometimes . .
Evil turns out fine
Ah, but sometimes
Evil turns out fine
When Pat McAfee graduated from New Mexico Military
Institute in 1965, his future was somewhat undeterminate. After
attending Stephen F. Austin State College in Nacogdoches, where
he almost flunked out, Pat lived for a . short period of time in a
city dump with an older Negro man. McAfee returned to NMMI,
where he received his commission, and is currently enrolled at
U. T. El Paso as a junior majoring in English.

Jose Navarette was a-· friend to me
And I'm going to tell you how an honest
Spends his life in misery
Spends his life in misery

On tlie subject of blues and folk-singing, McAfee feels that
his association'- with the Negro, Archie, has greatly influenced his
blues technique. "It wasn't until about the second or third time
we caught the freight train to Houston in the middle of the year
that I realized what blues could be." McAfee's folk writing
career received a boost when he met the Pozo Seco Singers in
Las Cruces recently. He gained admission to their dressing room
by claiming to be a reporter for the Prospector. A female member
of the group was impressed with some of McAfee's songs, and
plans are being made to include one or two of them on the
Pozo Seco Singers next album. One of the songs may be "Hockin'
Chain Blues" a talking and singing dialogue of singers in prison.

.
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He left his starving family to work in the U.S.A.
Though the Border Patrol would tr-y 'an catch him,
my friends,
I knew hf{d find a way
Yes, I knew he'd find a way.
The rich ranchers welcomed him, with such open minds
They'd let him work for a dollar-a-day
Or for an hour one thin dime
For an hour one thin dime.

Although McAfee is only twenty years old, his experiences
have enabled him to establish a philosophy on life which is reflected in many of his songs. "Hockin' Chain Blues" was written
shortly after McAfee and Archie were arrested and put in jail in
Houston for vagrancy. One of their cellmates was a man who had
recently murdered his wife. The man laughed constantly and
explained that "you gotta keep laughin' to keep from cryin' ".

He didn't complain of ·taxes like you and I do
Because one word from them, my friend
He'd be in prison, too,
Like you and I in prison, too. /

Explaining the difference between white man's blues and
the black man's blues, McAfee feels that the white man turns
his feelings inward and tries to hide his problems. For the white
mah, everything looks bad on the outside. The Negro, on the other
hanq, ·can . isolate his blues and by getting outside of himself,
is able to laugh at it. ("You got to be happy sometimes, sad
sometimes, to sing blues.") McAfee has been influenced by Archie,
who would like to be another James Brown. McAfee met Archie
in a bar called The ,Exit in Nogales. They have traveled to many
parts of the United States together, picking apples in Uba City,
California, and from there they spent some time in San Francisco.
They later worked in Oregon as pea-pickers. ("I will never eat
a pea as long as I five.")
_

They held a trial to satisfy the people's ire
And the pilot got wh'l.t was coming to him
He had to pay for the damaged tire ·
He had to pay for the damaged tire

Upon graduation, .McAfee plans to meet Archie and bum
around again. ("The only reason I: want a degree is to be around
young people. At least young P.eople think. We have gone to
human ide11ls.") McAfee . performs at the Polenesian Club at the
El Paso International Alw6rt ev!3l'y Sunday afternoon.

Somewhere in Mexico, and old wife waits
While a scoop of dirt and a filled-up grave
Cover ttp an old man's fate
C,over ttp an old man's fate

'·•
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One day while riding, in the arroya looking for sheep,
A Border Patrol plane saw him and dived
·/
And a left wheel put him to sleep
Hit him in the head and put him to sleep
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Hey farmer, you wanna sell that
horse?"
"Sure I wanna sell that horse."
"Can he run "
"Are you serious? Watch." The
farmer slapped the horse on his posterior and the animal went galloping
away. As he reached full speed, he
ran smack into a tree.

A man came into a bar and said
to an unescorted young lady: "Hey
you, let's copulate."
She looked up, smiled, and replied,
"Okay, smooth talker."

ROAD fYlAP

A well-known opthopedic
surgeon (that's a foot doctor to you, flake) was touring a hospital in the provinces. (It was in Canutillo,
Texas, if you must know.)
His host, a boorish, windy
little man possessed with an
exaggerated idea of his own
,importance, showed the good
doctor a young Latin American patient. "This cute little
child limps because her right
leg is longer than her left.
What would you do in this
case?"

"Is he blind?"
MY GIRDLE IS KILLING ME

A man walked into a bar, holding
a small dog under his arm. "Behold
the world's only talking dog."
The bartender looked up and said,
"Oh, yeah ... groovey."
"Watch my dog whilst I go to the
John."
"Yeah," said the bartender. "Hey
dawg, could you trot over to that
machine and get me a pack of cigar-

ettes? "
"Sure, man," said the dog. But
the machine was empty.
Said the bartender: "Hey, I'll give
you a quarter if you' II trot across the
street and get me a pack."
The dog took the money and went
out the door. At this time the man
came out of the John. "Where's my
dog?" he asked.
"Just across the street for a pack
of cigarettes."
"Arrggh!" cri~d the man. "You let
my valuable and unique dog go across
that busy street to get a lousy, pack
of cigarettes? And he ran out the
door looking for his gifted animal.
But the talking dog was gone. For
days, then weeks, the man feverishly
searched for him. Finally, in a dingy
back alley, he found his dog shame·
lessly entangled with a mangy bitch
(girl·dog).

"I guess I'd probably limp
too," quipped the surgeon.
"Filthy gringo!" cried the
little girl. Then she bit the
visiting doctor on his nose.

The man dashed
into his wife's bedroom, livid with
r a g e. "Miserable
bitch, I k n o w
everything now!"
"Don't be too
sure buster," she
replied calm I y.
"What's the average weight of the
Am e r i c a n Bald
Eagle?"

COME
WITH
ME

Mother: :'l'm: sure. He called just
last night, and I heard so)lleone yell-ing in the background, "Draw .another
one, Smitty - and thi~ time P,l>Jt head
on it."
·
:...
\

His companion did not seem of·
fended . " I' m afraid it's from me. It's
my work. You see, I'm with the circus,
and you know the elephants in the
parade when they come into town?
Well, I walk behind them and clean up."
" Wow, that's tough work.
must pay you well for it."

They

" Well,- they pay twenty.five cents

an

hour ~

" What? Is that all? Then why
don't you quit and get a job where you
can at least keep clean?"
"And give up show business?"

-.

•

Fred and Schuppie went duck
hunting. While they were sitting
behind the blind, Schuppie started drinking from a thermos of
coffee, but Fred opened his plas·
tic clorox container full of
bourbon (and just a little clorox).
After some hours of sipping, they
spotted a lone duck winging
through the sky. Schuppie put

~~~n ~i~sectf'i-~e~ 00lre~mlu~~he~
into position, fired, and brought
the duck down. Amazed, Schuppie
complimented him on the shot.
Fred replied, "Aw, thash nothing.
I usually get five or six out of
a flock like that."

MUCK'S PRIZE OF THE WEEK: In the form of two passes to the Palace
to the Zetas for putting up with Judy and Betty Mueller in the constant show-

a

.~

But he was tired, so he took it. Soon ,
he became aware of a vile stench
emanating from his companion. "Good
~~~~;~ hi~ bJ~~:ent,~e n~~~c~o=~ 1tahsil
stench come from?"

here's
muck!

Fred : "We're
hitting more people."

Father: "Are you sure our son is
spending his evt::nings taking an art
course?"·

An executive boarded a bus and

~~~~dto0 ~ 1 Yra~~ir ~~~tes7;::g\~· c~~~ac\~~~

"Dog!" cried he. "In all the years
I've had you • ever since you were
a pup • you've never done this to me.
Why? Why now?"
''I've ne~er had any money of my
own before."

Schuppie: "What
makes you think
we're getting closer to the city?"

. . -" .

"Hell no, he ain't blind," said the
farmer. "He just don't give a damn."

ing of "Little NeiL:' Peg pants to Jimmy Heid to match his "pink hat." The
Co-op garter to
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Willis and Dick McConn.
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One· night a huge ape wal~ed int~· a ·do";;ntowh .. El ~aso
bar and sat down at a table. When the astonished barkeeper asked the .ape what he ·wanted, the ape ·m~tteredl
"A beer," and held out a hundred dolldr blll in .his hairy
fist. The bartender, figuring that'the ap~ ·would ·not know
the value· of money, took the bill, rang up the aash regi.ster, and gave him fifty cents in change. The ape ·said
nothing and picked up his change. While his unusual
customer was drinking his beer, the bartender decided
to make conversation.

"Do you realize that every two minutes a lady has a baby in El Paso?
"We've got to find that woman and
stop her."
On a lonely road, far from any town, the
traveling salesman's car suddenly went dead. Night
had fallen, so he made his way toward a light in
a house some distance away.
When he got there, he knocked, the door open·
ed, and before him stood a vuluptuous young girl
wearing only a filmy, revealing night gown.
"Pardon me, miss," gulped the salesman," but
my car broke down. I wonder if you could put me
up for the night."
·
"Well," said the girl in a soft, seductive
voice, "I'm here all alone, but I guess I can take
a chance." And she escorted him to a neat little
room upstairs.
As he prepared himself for bed, the salesman
found it difficult to think of anything but his tantalizing hostess. Finally, with a sJgh, he crawled into
bed. But sleep did not come; he lay awake, still
thinking of the girl and her abundant charms. Suddenly, there was a soft tap on the door. "Come- in,"
he said in a voice trembling with expectation.
There, in the doorway, the girl stood smiling
a warm, golden .smile. Shyly, she lowered her eye.
lids; then, in a caressingly ·feminine gesture1 she
brushed back a long lock of hair that had arifted
across her cheek. "Would you like company?" she
asked sweetly.
"Oh yes, yes, yes," he whispered, never taking
his eyes off the ripe young figure silhouetted by
the light that flowed easily through her gown.
"Fine," she replied. !:(Another salesman's car
broke down and he wants ~to put him up, too."

A man and his wife
were setting out for a
costume party, he dress·
ed as a horse and she
as a cow. When their car
broke down not far from
the party, he suggested
that they cut across the
field to the house. Half·
way across 'the field they
spotted a bull and the
bull spotted them. As the.
huge animal ran toward
them, the wife asked
nervously,
"What shall

I don't get many gorrilas in here."
"Hell," replied the ape, "not at $99.50 a beer."

'"Came to help you move your piano."
"Already finished."
"Alone?"
"Nope. Hitched a cat to it and

dru~

it right up."

we do?"

"You mean to tell me you got a cat to haul that piano
up two flights of stairs? How'd you do that,?

"Well, I'm going to
eat some grass," said the
husband, "but you had
better brace yourself."

"Used a whip."

The elderly wolf had been trying
for some time to date his new secretary. He always got a polite but
firm turn-down. On his birthday he
decided to try again, and this time
to his delight she said, "Yes."
He was on his best behavior all
even'ing, the perfect gentleman with
no hint of his wolfish tendencies. On
the stroke of midnight he took the
girl home. At her door he kissed her
hand, deciding to make a good im·
pression for a future campaign.
"Won't you come up for a nigh·
cap?"

a

"Why yes," he said, licking his
chops, not expecting this sudden
turn of events.
"Why don't you go In the bed·
room and make yourself comfy while
I fix a drink," she suggested when
they entered her apartment. "That
dinner jacket must be uncomfort·
able."
"Wow!" he silently drooled to
himself. "Who expected this?"
He stripped down to his wrist
watch, and returned to· the living
room which was pitch dark. "Hey!
Where are you?" he asked groping.
Suddenly the lights went on, and
all his employees sang, "Surprise!
Surprise! Happy Birthday to you!"

ELIZABETH
TAYLOR
SNORES
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UTEP student: Do you know who wears a long flowing Moslem robe, a beautiful white turban, led the
Arabs in revolt and rides a dirty ol' pig?
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New Mexico Aggie:
UTEP student:
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Did you hear about the Aggie who
stepped in a fresh cow pile and looked down and said, "Oh, my gawd.
I'm melting."
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Open a can of peas and space them evenly in the hole.
When the bear comes to take a pea, hit him in the
ice hole.
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HOW TO CATCH A POLAR BEAR
1. Cut a hole in the ice.

)~

T

~",..tz~~"
0
•
.., "t ~ ~,..
1.2 : ~
~ :S ~)>At A l . .
-c._:3:l~
,.._
Jb,.~:r

,"(0~

~~..,"'-. ~"'-'?;,

~

('\

-·-+f.l c,..,.
··-·

..
0 ., ..

G"1

.0~~~

" £ • o.. n

§

(1)

"' 3
.... Jg ....

CD ()Q

:.\og

1.0

~

:::r-(1)
(1)

>-i :;.

0
0
"rj ....

Cb'!>)?f!>)a

a~u-e.qs Ol :l[Uads no,\

MOU:l[ pu-eqsnq .InOA saoa

.....

0~~·

8 3
"Cl-<:

1:~"'

UI uatn

..... ..... 0"
'!=' .....
Sf .....CD
0

NccDco

g.' .g

,_. "Cl ~

p..

"'

g

ID

II

::l

::l

Duh ... Naw.

.....

-

::l
"'

CD

...:1
.
. _..0.

~

()Q

('l)

1:
D

•t

3

~

J '

t4-1

George, I know you have done this sort
of thing before, but may I make a suggestion?· t
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I'M A DIFFERENT KIND OF ...

years of what you consider nothing, or
your life at present. Your flaw, captain-that is your flaw."
Foster turned around. In the halfshadow, half-light of the room he
could see Daugherty's singular eyes
and sarcastic smile. "Why do you keep
referring to it as my 'flaw'? Why not
my weakness or my :vice, or something
else?"
"My fondness for the absurd, sir,"
said Daugherty. He left his seat and
went up to Foster. "To Korea then,
captain?"
Foster pressed his temples with the
tips of his fingers. Four years seemed
so short a time in which to enjoy ...
And yet, there might be a way. He
was going to smile but caught himself in time. "Let him come in four
years," he thought, "and see what happens."
Foster answered, "Korea", and
stretched out his hand.
The lieutenant saluted. And seven
young G. I.'s said, "Right, sir." Foster
blinked at the burning sun and motioned to the men to follow. He was
Lt. Harry Foster, U.S. Army. And
he was trying to lead his men back
behind their own lines.
The stars seemed red. Harry Foster could see them in the distance
and they reminded him of something.
They were jewel-like. He remembered the soft, warm mess of blood and
flesh on his fingers-the soldier with
the torn side who said, "You can't
carry me, lieutenant" and ''I'm dead
anyway." But he lifted the soldier and
walked on, the others ahead of him.
The soldier died and he put him down
and fumbled for the dogtags.
He had known the grenade would
not go off. A voice inside his -head
had told him so. And that's why he
fell on it and told his men to. beat it.
Then he picked up the thing and
threw it and ... He ran back to them,
the saliva running down the side of
his mouth.
The stars reminded him of the
voice. He closed his eyes and tried
to figure out whose voice it might
have been.
An hour later a machinegun had
pinned them down. One of the men,
Roy Harper- a tall, skinny youngster
who smoked cigars-rolled back into
the hole screaming. The voice told
Harry Foster, "Knock out that machinegun.''
"No, I can't," he thought. "How do
I do it?" Then he felt suddenly as if
he could run toward the fire and not
get hurt. It wasn't a momentary, frantic attack of hysterical desperation;
he had heen too calm for that. He
hadn't wanted to be a hero either-

<Continued from Page 11)

asked Foster. "''ve got to call you
by some name."
"You've changed a great deal in
the last few minutes, captain," said
the lieutenant. "So that's it." He looked at his fine, long fingers for a second. "You ac.tually desire to know my
name. Would you also like to know
me better?"
Foster closed his eyes. He felt very
hot and wanted to turn off the lamp
on his desk. "Yes! Yes!" he shouted.
The words echoed loudly through the
room.
"Daugherty, James S., second lieutenant, United States Army. Serial
number ... "
"Stop it!" Captain Foster stood
up. "That's enough. You've amused
yourself. Now, let's talk. Let's talk
business."
"You want to be a hero," said Daugherty, "a war hero. That's right, isn't
it; captain "
Foster felt nauseated. He had
thought it secretly; he had pictured
it in the environment of a daydream.
But hearing it now, in this manner,
aloud and on the lips of the dark,
vicious Daugherty, the whole thing
sounded revolting. "Yes," he answered.
"But I want to live. I want ... "
"A live hero. I understand." Daugherty's eyes narrowed slightly. After
a pause he said, "You will receive a
citation." He paused again. "In exchange for ... " He leaned forward
and watched Captain Foster intensely.
"In exchange for a valuable part of
yourself, sir."
"Agreed," said Foster. The mention of a proposition made him feel
more at ease. He relaxed his shoulders
and sat back. "But my wife and sons,
my home, everything . . . I mean, it
must all remain the same. Except for ...
for what you promised me."
"Of course, everything," answered
Daugherty. ''I'm not interested in your
family or your worldly possessions.
. You must realize that." His eyes sparkled in the shadowy surroundings. "''m
interested in you, sir. In you."
"Very well, what now? What must
I sign or do to conclude the deal?"
~'A handshake, captain," said Daugherty. "And you will have what you
desire. As for the payment. ... I'll come
back in four years."
''Four. years! Four years is too
short a time! No, .I won't agree." Captain Foster stood . up and walked to the window. It was dark outside and
he ~ounted four stars in th~ .;;ky.
• "Yes; you'll' agr.e e .. because that is
more important to yO'u t4:rn thirty
....

~

.
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at least not then, when he was so
aware of death. But that voice in his
head made him say, "Take over, corporal. I'll be back soon.''
Before anybody could answer he
was gone, crawling on his belly with
a grenade in his hand. He was covered by an ugly sweat. A diabolical
smell worse than the smell of battle
invaded his nostrils. And hunger for
the taste of evil gnawed viciously at
his insides. He felt like crying out in
his terrible pain of darkness. The enemy gun couldn't get him; it seemed to
be aiming past him rather than at
him. A flame-enormous, hellish-burst
out in front of his eyes and he yelled
loudly before he pulled the pin.
Everything was fire, smoke, and his
own laughter, a malevolent laughter
interrupted by phrases of, "Thank
God, thank God."
Harry Foster shivered and pulled
down the venetian blind. He never
had nightmares about his past experiences in the fighting. But he
thought about ·them often during the
day.
He sat down <!!.his desk and closed
his eyes for a mofUent. A smell-something like sulfur-seemed to be coming in from somewhere. "That was
several years ago," he said aloud.
"Yes, it was, sir," answered a voice.
And Captain Foster· jerked his
head back It was the voice under
whose black command he had worked
his deeds of valor. He recognized it
immediately and, although his first
fee1ing was that of overwhelming fear,
he controlled himself and took a deep
breath.
"So it is you, Lt. Daugherty," he
whispered. "I couldn't remember you
for a long time. The only thing that ..
that seemed familiar to me were the
stars." He turned on the light and
stared at Daugherty with a slight
curiosity. "And even then I didn't
know why they seemed so familiar.''
The atmosphere, the mood of the
cou.versation, everything seemed to
have picked up a lost thread from the
past. Captain Foster wondered. if he
hadn't dozed off while he and Daugherty were making the deal. Daugherty smiled and Captain Foster
picked up the clock on his desk: "What
are we today?" he asked.
"Four years after our last meeting,"
said Daugherty.
Foster played with a typewriter
eraser. "I was decorated."
Daugherty said~ "Yes, of course.
Now you will keep your end of the
bargain.''
"The bargain?" Foster repeated,
· "The bargain, naturally" and nodded
<Continued on Page 20)

